The Hidden Treasure
woke up, and continued to discuss with the Philosopher. He
saw no difficulty, it appeared, in my travelling anywhere, so
long as the police did not interfere. The police, in Pusht-i-Kuh,
play the role of ogre in the fairy tale: every disaster is con-
sidered to follow in their wake. They have stopped all the
traffic that used to travel over the mountain passes, and made
all trade illicit, and all that the tribesmen have gained in ex-
change for the general stagnation is security along roads where
nothing worth securing is allowed to be carried.
In spite of the correctness of my passport, Mahmud and all
the tribe took it for granted that I was at one with them in the
desire to see as few policemen as possible. Perhaps Shah
Riza and his account of our diplomacy at Bedrah may have
had something to do with that. It was at any rate a friendly
bond.
In the late afternoon I wandered down with my host to
where a few bits of walls show the site of an old village; a
place of graves whence all I could glean was a Sassanian coin
found, they told me, in one of the round jars used for the
burial of the dead. But the actual ruins I saw were much
more recent, and probably belong to a rime some few centuries
ago when this region must have been full of settled villages
along the courses of the streams.
We discussed these matters, skirting the garden hollow along
a slope of red hill cropped of all herbage by the goats and sheep.
We were passing the cousin's tent, he of the second letter.
As we reached its neighbourhood, Mahmud left me, with a
chilly nuance that made me suspect a want of harmony in
the family, and the two brothers, who welcomed me with
almost excessive cordiality, confirmed the suspicion. They
had not expected to be visited at all; it was only my insistence
which brought it about. They were more gentle in looks than
my host The brother had spent some years in Baghdad in
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